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Summary: Souls are odd things. Sometimes they go inalterable death, becoming surrounded by old family and friends. Sometimes they stay on Earth, haunting the place they died, were killed, until they find peace with their death. And sometimes, very rarely but sometimes, they are sent back into a past body, to redo their life, to make it better somehow. Then again, they can make it worse too.





	Back, Once Again

Prologue

Severus Potter sat by his grandfather's bedside, hand clasped in the old man's, muttering softly. He only stopped when a soft sigh came from the old man on the bed and a hand came up, smoothing back his hair from brilliant green eyes - eyes he had inherited from his father, from his grandfather, from his great-grandmother, onwards through the family tree.

"Still here, Severus?" The elderly man asked softly, his voice deep and tired.

"Of course" Severus sighed, smiling at his grandfather. "I'm not leaving."

The elderly man chuckled, it turning into a dry cough which seemed to go on forever. Severus waved a hand quickly, a cup of water flying over to him and he helped his grandfather to drink. The old man drank as if a man in a desert, smiling as Severus helped him to lay down afterwards, the cup spelled away.

"Thank you" Severus' grandfather muttered, resting a hand on his grandson's forearm, closing his eyes for a moment. "Sev...do you know the story of the man you were named after?"

"Severus Snape" Severus smiled. "He was your potion's master at Hogwarts, and a spy during the war."

The elderly man laughed slightly, both of them thankful when it didn't turn into another cough. "Ah Severus...he was so much more then a potion master and a spy." He chuckled again, patting Severus' hand, peering up into green eyes, so like his own and smiled. "I was so proud of Albus, your father, when he named you...even without knowing..."

"Knowing what?" Severus asked softly, sitting down slowly. He had a feeling this was important. His grandfather smiled, his eyes off in memory.

"My Severus..." The elder man muttered, his eyes drifting close. Severus sighed, watching as his grandfather fell asleep once again. He held the elderly man's hand, settling in for another day and night for watching his grandfather.

Though, one question did come to mind - was he talking to him, Severus his grandson, or was he remembering the man who had died in the war, who Severus was named after?

Then again, with everything Severus had been told about his grandfather and the old potion master he doubted anything had ever happened between them. At least, not the way Severus thought...

"Sev? Dear?"

Severus looked up, his head raising from his place bowed over his grandfather's hands, blinking at his mother. "Mum?"

"Why don't you go out? Meet up with your friends?" She suggested, as she always did every other week. And as always Severus shook his head, looking back to his grandfather, his mother's father-in-law.

"No. I'm staying with him until..."

He didn't see her nod and walk from the room, but the next time he looked up she was gone. He turned back to the peacefully sleeping man on the bed.

"She worries, I'm sure" he muttered, both to himself and his grandfather. He sighed, bowing his head again, fighting against the tears which had appeared in his eyes. "I wish she didn't..."

"It's only natural" his grandfather whispered as he woke. "Every parent worries about their children, and grandchildren. You never explained why you stay here... Severus, I will die, weather you are here or not. You should enjoy your life."

"No...I feel..." Severus sighed, looking away. A hand came up to the side of his face, making him turn back to his grandfather.

"What is it child?"

"I feel...as though I should be here...like something will happen and I'm meant to be here to see it...or hear it" Severus sighed again, shaking his head. "I can't explain it."

"You did matter then I did" the elderly voice cracked slightly. Severus looked up to find his grandfather staring at him with such softness in his eyes. "Once we had ties to each other...pulling people towards each other. They were cut by gods, fearful of our commitment to others, and now we rely on our hearts. Some people, though, can still...feel... Never fight the feeling...the one time I did..."

"Grandfather?"

Sad green eyes turned on him. "Hmm?"

"Will you tell me about your Severus?"

His grandfather chuckled, ending in a smile. He patted his grandson's check. "My Severus...he was just that. No ever understood why...or how..." He broke off with a sigh. "Has your father told you about your grandmother? They were so different, Ginny and Severus...yet both so wonderful in their own ways..."

"Was he your lover?" Severus asked softly. His grandfather laughed.

"Lover?" He chuckled. "In a way, I suppose. I did love him but we never spoke of it...along the way we did fall love but in war... He was wonderful, then, so full of life yet..."

"Yet what?" Severus asked softly. His grandfather smiled, patting his hand.

"You don't need to hear that, my child" he muttered, eyes already closing in sleep. Severus sighed, clasping the elderly hand in his own again, and went back to waiting.

His grandfather didn't wake for another day. He slept with a soft smile on his face the whole time, while Severus watched over him with a sad look and tears in his eyes.

On the 31 July, 2124 Harrison Potter, the Boy-Who-Lived and Severus Potter's five-time grandfather, took his last breath, passing away peacefully in his sleep. Only Severus was by his bedside.

One hundred and thirty three years in the past a young ten year old woke with a gasp, brilliant green eyes staring up at the underside of his cupboard in confusion.


End file.
